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But not out of his own mind. He was glad to be alone
and brood over the last two days. They were among the
most Interesting of his life. He had encountered a cha-
racter different from any he had yet met, had listened to
new views, and his intelligence had been stimulated by
remarks made casually in easy conversation, and yet to
him pregnant with novel and sometimes serious meaning.
The voice, too, lingered in his ear, so hushed and deep and
yet so clear and sweet. He leant over his mantelpiece in
teeming reverie.

'And she is profoundly religious,' ho said to himself;
f she can conceive no kind of society without religion. She
has arrived at the same conclusion as myself. What a
privilege it would be to speak to her on such subjects !'

' After a restless night the morrow came. About eleven
o'clock Lothair ventured to call on his new friends. The
lady was alone; she was standing by the window reading
an Italian newspaper, which she folded up and placed aside
when Lothair was announced.

'We propose to walk to the station,' said Theodora5
' the servants have gone on. Colonel Campian has a par-
ticular aversion to moving with any luggage. He restricts
me to this,' she said, pointing to her satchel, in which she
had placed the foreign newspaper, ' and for that he will not
be responsible.'

' It was most kind of you to permit me to accompany you
this morning,' said Lothair; 'I should have been grieved
to have parted abruptly last night.'

' I could not refuse such a request,' said the lady; * but
do you know I never like to say farewell, even for four-and-
twenty hours. One should vanish like a spirit.'

'Then I have erred,' said Lothair, 'against your rules
and principles.'

* Say my fancies,' said fche lady, ' my humours, my whims.
Besides this is not a farewell. You will come and see